Hugh Larkom, the hero of " Peaceable Fruit," is a strong study, illustrating throughout the truth that true blessedness lies in giving, not in receiving. He was left with a younger brother, some years before the story opens, in possession of the little homestead which they had known as home from their childhood. Here he and brother Charles lived.
Charles was easy-going and careless, and lacking in all the finer instincts which dominated the character of the elder brother who is graphically described in the following passage :
'?A broad-shouldered man, with close-knit frame, smallloined, and deep-chested; brown hair, curled crisply round a sunburnt face ; honesty shone from out his hazel eyes; he might have stood as a model of the clean living, healthy yeoman class that won glory for England at Agincourt, and has done nought to tarnish that reputation since. Habitually Hugh Larkom's face wore a somewhat sad expression, born not of discontent, but of unsatisfied ambition. He had the seeing eye and a soul responsive to external beauty ; but he had also a humble consciousness of his own limitations.
He possessed the imagination of the poet with all its influence for purity and noble deeds, but owing to the conditions of life among which he was placed he was inarticulate, dumb, while he yearned to voice the vague aspirations that filled his being. His was not the happiest temperament, but it is well for the world that it is not so rare as some suppose/ ' Some give and some receive,' he thought, and of the two the former are the most blessed; and some give up. The idea stuck in his mind, repeating itself with musical rhythm on his anvil in the forge. Nature was stem and relentless, heedless of the individual, heedful only of the type; but as one progressed, self-preservation ever became less paramount a duty, until in the Perfect Life the lesson of self-sacrifice was taught instead." Hugh carried out to the uttermost the inspiration given for the sake of the woman he loved, never realising the irony of the situation. " Humanly speaking, his love was perfect; but inasmuch as she on whom it was bestowed so lavishly had not loved the highest when she saw it, she doubtless was not worthy of the blessing. ... So loyal was he to the idealised Nell that it never occurred to him that she might be commonplace as well as Charles." Charles had many ways of employing hisleisure hours?hours all too many in the calendar of his working week. His evenings were usually spent at the village inn, and his nights, too often, lurking in Lord Axminster'spreserves. Even the near approach of his wedding did not interfere with this last-named occupation, utilised as a meansof replenishing his exchequer, unknown to Hugh. On the eve of the wedding day, his absence causing some anxiety to his fiancee, Hugh undertook to search for him, and in consequence came upon him in a poaching affray. Being discovered, Charles had, in self-defence, struck and apparently killed the head keeper. Hugh allows Charles to ran off, and takes his place as the culprit. He is taken up and awaits his trial at the quarter sessions. In the meantime the wedding takes place.
" What the trial would disclose Nellie could not suggest. At all events she was not sufficiently original to> contemplate the postponement of her wedding. . . . Prettier maiden never entered the village church to leave it a happy and hopeful bride; handsomer bridegroom never stepped more proudly down the nave with his wife upon his arm."
The history of Hugh Larkom's devotion and self-sacrifice to the worthless brother and his wife must be read in the book itself. But among the many sketches of rural life that have been produced recently nothing better has been done than this one of " Peaceable Fruit," by Mr.
Cranston Metcalfe. T'iree days ago the field, in its pageant of fresh beauty, w tli shimmering blades and tossing banners, greeted sun and shower alike with joy for the furtherance of its life and purpose ; now, laid low, it hears the young grass whisper the splendour of its coming green; and the poor swathes are glad at the telling, but full of grief for their own apparent failure. Then in great pity comes the rain, the rain of summer, gentle, refreshing, penetrating, and the swathes are comforted, for they know that standing to greet or prostrate to suffer, the consolations of the former and the latter rain are still their own, with tender touch and cool caress. Then once more parched by the sun, they are borne away to the new service their apparent failure has fitted them for; and perhaps as they wait in the dark for the unknown that is still to come they hear sometimes the call of the distant rain, and at the sound the dry sap stirs afresh?they are not forgotten and can wait.
As I write the monastery bell hard by rings out across the lark's song. They still have time for visions behind those guarding walls, but for most of us it is not so. We let slip the ideal for what v;e call the real, and the golden dreams vanish while we clutch at phantoms : we speed along life's pathway, counting to the full the 60 minutes of every hour, yet the race is not to the swift nor the battle to the strong.
It is our prerogative to be dreamers, but there will always be men ready to offer us death for our dreams. And if it must be so let us choose death; it is gain, not loss, and tbe gloomy portal when we reach it is but a white gate, the white gate maybe we have known all our lives barred by the tendrils of the woodbine.
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